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Snow Falls 


Snow falls on our winter scene 
A Victorian card with smiles, just a 
Middle class Heaven, cardboard deep: 


Cheap dream. 


Icicles stalactites once our popsicle scene, now 
Tattered bunting in our false dream as 
Walking hand in hand we foolish lovers 


So serene, then 


Over the summit skiing, 
Downhill slalom 
Twisting all the way 


Victory today, hurray! 


We knew it would thaw be 
Spring stream clean, 
Babbling over stones 

Music for my eyes alone 


Now the snow has gone. 


No surprise 


All lies in 
Sad goodbyes. 


Memorised. 


Summer only a memory 


Summer only a memory 
Yet now a hope, 
Bitter winds bite deep. 

Gnaw thoughts in the long darkness, 

Blasting smiles with scorn. 

| wait. 
Along the distance of time 
| hear the sound of water dripping. 
Frozen thoughts melting, 
Fleeing winter sadness with frozen breath 

Seasons ever changing, colour white 


For now. 


Birds Touch Clouds 


Birds touch clouds, swoop, 
Dive to the ground, 


Short packages of joy unbound. 


Troubled ideas of cursed nights 
Soldiers of thought trudge through 


Megaliths, structures untrue reach skeletal hands up to the sky. 


Summer of perfect white 
Sun troubles those with burnt minds. 


Beaches cooled by lapping waves: cold, kind. 


All must pass and passing find 
Solace for coming frozen days 


And chilled breath nights. 


Black Yellow White 


Black yellow white 
Even red some say 
All babble: the bible’s curse 
We come from Eve 
Geneticists say 
A genesis 200,000 years ago. 
Not one 
But many women then 
Only one gestation for us 
From one come many. 


Brothers and sisters all. 


Don’t tell 
Don't tell on me 
The angels have not sung 
Nor choired their hymns to him. 
The shadows befriend unsightly things 
And deeds in shadow make a bright day dull 
And ever duller with ever more broken virtues bind. 
I’ve crept with victories. The war is lost. 
Now the sun has found me out and | beg mercy, naked, sweltering. 
There is a reckoning. 
| must pay. 
Let others heed 


But none are listening. 


The moving picture 


The moving picture flickers past 
As ever present now 
Where old are young again 
Cavorting ever youthful some long dead 
Surprise diving queen splashes into a lido pool long closed. 
The past is now 
Its tomorrow now 
Ever looped and never changed but 
Done! 


As round and round ducks paddle in the pond. 


Ferry full of passengers 


Ferry full of passengers backs out into the lake 
Sky full of promise filled with clouds 
| study the wake as bow cuts through still water 
Waves roll away from the hull fading into the large expansion of Windermere. 
Mind fades into the past, mine and not 
| see her on the beach by trees, in summer hat with summer smile lighting like the sun 
The summer day. 
Filled with nostalgia | see reflected 
Not in the water but in memories. 
Lost in revelry in pensive thought | smile. 
Time passes, we dock disembark 
Now and the past are one. 
We sit my wife and | and eat quite delicately sandwiches, 


And smile. 


Two figures 


Two figures small in desert distance walking, 
Cliché romance in 
Shimmering light. 
We might 
Have done it differently 
If only 


The script had penned a better story. 


From the first to the last 


From the first to the last 

Out of the dusty moment 

It flies in dancing swirling 
Movements of joy. 

Skip my darling skip away 

Step out lightly 
Sweep all. Flightily 
Dance away. 
Time scythes all, waving corn, 


Still, let us dance away. 


From the main mast 


From the main mast time came grumbling on 
Like an old sailor, peg-legged buccaneering. 
Two scented flowers from an old whore 
With toothless smile beguiled him. 

And with arthritic gait the ancients, 
Hand-in-hand, glided occultly through the gates 


Of Paradise. 


Gethsemane 


The garden: a vigil waits for dawn. 
Some sleep — a kind of desertion. 
Darkness descends upon a traitor; 


He comes, vigil forlorn. 


Soldiers march, Sadducees — the law. 
They bring the cup to fill with lambs’ blood 
Innocence pays, frees darkness. 


“Don't fight,” he said after being kissed. 


He healed the severed ear replaced. 
Now dark acts save the world. 
“I'll come.” 


Such is the law blessed with blood. 


Heaney 


Voice not stilled though breath has gone 
His goodness through his words remains 
On page, on film, in sound and hearts. 
The spade that digs his grave cannot part 
Us from him. 

In Derry where his body lies 
In the universe where his spirit dwells. 


His voice sings out ‘humanity!’ 


How dark 


How dark the night 
| see you 
Mirror of my heartache. 
As from a distant corner of my melancholy 
| hear the sound of a wailing clarinet 
Weeping the blues, 


Begging me to join its loneliness. 


Hurdy-gurdy 


The hurdy-gurdy man played his simple tune 
to passing traffic that ignored his art, 
a passion built on guitars, violins and drums: 
bebop to symphony, melody to cacophony 


reigns. 


Complex melodies, the genius of time, 
music taking us on journeys through sound 
and me to my past sat in a spring-time field 


with dreams. 


Now with age wrinkled brow 
| recall 
Dreams that still play in my mind. 
Not symphonies but simple tunes on an old instrument 


The hurdy-gurdy plays. 


A Poesy 


I'll make a poesy out of poetry 
To garland all your days with nature’s bloom 
And find a box of rainbows to send God's promise to you 


That tears will not flood your soul with gloom. 


| saw her eyes 


| saw her eyes which glowed 
And, lighting the darkness of my logic, 
Gave to me a comfort that was blessed. 
| stayed awhile. 
We spoke of many things 
And in the passion of our thoughts beheld 


Eternity in a kiss. 


I’ve made the round around 


I’ve made the round around 
Delved deeply into my mind 
The fog of thinking sinking to the deep 
Four fathoms more 
The depths where sun is weak 
And darkness glows 
I’ve made the round around and 


seen the arabesques of love. 


| wish for more 


| wish for more, 

The morning pines too soon. 
We part in dull sunshine, 
Wave. 

Into the past we fade, 


Yet still remain ghosts in memories. 


Let’s Shoot the Waves 


Crashing borders between beach and sea 
Surfing the waves’ ancient Tahitian joy 
Love clasped in folds of ecstasy, 

We play 
Along the spray-drenched frontier 
Touched by metaphysical light 
Shaded by our arms 


Beautiful as night. 


We sat in the heat 


We sat in the heat of once rain-drenched Wales 
Dog Tyler shading under the bench. 
A simple ritual of flaking out 


Exhausted all. 


The mountains rolled horizon bound 
In undulating magnificence, 
Each hill green with pasture joy 


Tended by sheep gently mowing. 


A gentle holiday, 
Three ageing souls. 
“Well,” she said 


“Are we up for it?” 


We moved into the cooling day 


Our trek to something glorious! 


On top my thoughts, patterns stand 


On top my thoughts, patterns stand, 
Half-drops in rows of lilies, snow drops and 
Sometimes crescent moons with profiled faces. 
Manly as mature cheddar, secure as 
Stars that twinkle on inked night, 


Hoping for eternity on a ragged cloth. 


Out of violence 


Out of violence, this universe of stars 
We came, 

And morning and afternoon small as we are, 
Struggling with myth and furrowed brow, we sought, 
Understanding, frustrated, with violence 
We argued and reached upwards and outwards. 
With shivering hands we built ships to sail the heavens, 
With rationality we strove to cheat mortality, 
lost now for tomorrow. 

Integrity perhaps 


For scripted erudition smiling triumphantly collapsed. 


Over the stile we climbed 


Over the stile we climbed so many years ago. 
She could not climb or slither under; 
She cried. 
We clambered back and cuddled her, 
She wagged her tail 
Smiling as only a dog can smile. 


We were family. 


| Saw Her Eyes 


| saw her eyes which glowed, 

And, lighting the darkness of my logic, 
Gave to me a comfort that was blessed. 
| stayed awhile. 

We spoke of many things, 

And in the passion of our thoughts beheld 


Eternity in a kiss. 


| Saw Her Eyes 


Two figures small in the desert distant — walking, 
Cliché romance in 
Shimmering light. 
We might 
Have done it differently 
If only 


The script had penned a better story. 


Bending low 


Bending low in the garden aches an ageing back 
Lifting branches leaves and twigs 
Placing precisely in the blue bag 


Garden waste for recycling. 


Tomorrow it goes into the skip 
Mourned flora transgressor and vandal. 
Dispatched for misdeeds unmeant 


As a frightened child. 


It’s gone and | am sad, feeling a tear not shed 
Roll down my imagination. 
Brute beast, a deadly execution, 


And burial as if in lime. 


Reflections 


Reflections of the sun rippling in the gentle waving of the river. 
Summer breeze makes gentle love to the leaves. 
| don’t see the sun but your face, smiling 


As you appear at my side, Smiling. 


Let us Remember Glory 


Let us remember glory, guns and death, 
Let us honour sacrifice freedom’s cost 
Let us record troops armed ready trained to fight 
War. 
Let us remember them all. 
But not 
Weeping eyes, contorted pain, 
Mangled remains. 
Child weeping in mummy’s dead arms, 
Mushed corps. 


Lest we forget the glorious dead. 


Prison Bars Gilded Thought 


Prison bars gilded thought 
The big out there is dangerous, 
It growls! 

Island exile on peaceful lake, 

Birds fly: gulls glide, Canada geese far from home, living adventure, soar cloudward. 
Earth bound I, binocular magnified, observe. 
This prison idyll others built for me. 
Sweet smelling plants my loves. 
| smile this is still life, 

Isn't it? 

Sniffing the flower’s delicate beauty 
| snap it free and 


place it, yellow petalled, in my jacket. 


Snow on a Card 


Snow on a card warms sentimental minds 
As howling winds catch sorrow in their swirls 
And diddums echo in screams of joy 
Howls of despair forgotten in a toy 
Ah! The child plays with a plastic gun 
As children scream napalmed glamorous fun. 
Father pushes tanks across a map 
Kills 50 thousand — zap! 


War is a game for Christmas and for death. 


Humanity’s theatre 


Humanity’s theatre: war 
The major art! We thrive on it. 
Now a new act is planned. 
People scurrying, lemmings a play. 
Cruising after doom. 
The stage is set, the fight arranged 
For screaming city’s rubble; bodies broken. 
The masterpiece: scorched baby’s skin! 


O excellent game...! 


So 


So, is a nanosecond worth a tear? 
What matters? 
Sounds of living, 


Smiles and memories to kiss the mind? 


Watching the river 


Watching the river reflections of trees 
Hearing birdsong carried through my mind, 
Passing the now, passing on to the past, 
Swirling in memories my whirlpool of thoughts, 
Not drowning in sorrows, 

Not drowning at all, 

Just floating, enjoying. 


In the past I’m enthralled. 


A child running, jumping 
The child in my mind, 
The child that is past. 


Up riverbanks it climbs. 


Splash! In the water friends splash 
And soak 
Each other with glee, 
Under trees reflected in water 
That, now old, | can see. 
The past and the present now one, 
With face fresh as a daisy 
Wrinkled as a prune. 


Old as December, bright as June. 


Soft 


Soft, 
| hear the sound of breath 
Breathing hours to years, 

Clock hands move, numbers constant run, 
As measured decades count a life away 
As dark to grey wrinkled brow and aged face. 
Years, false made, measured worth. 


Are we the sum of arithmetic? 


What Games do You Play? 


What games do you play? 
Your eyes pale, 
Face snow white, 
| gave you my heart. 
You promised love from the start. 
Tears flow crocodile from your eyes. 


Bright morning surprise, you’re gone. 


Wasn't it funny? 
Clowns keep children happy, 
Faces laughing at foolish pranks. 
| give you my heart, no thanks! 
Tears flow crocodile from your eyes 


Bright morning surprise, you’re gone. 


In dungeon thoughts comic looks on tragic face, 
Darkness enfolds, dawn rises, ditches our love. 
Tears flow crocodile from your eyes 


Bright morning surprise, you’re gone! 


Reeds She Reads 


Reeds she reads with a curious nose; 
No lampposts for her, urban stenched. 
Singing starlings delight her ears as 
Swans and Canada geese tune sylvan air, 
With song old as an oak in Sherwood Forest, 
A breeze fresh with flowers’ perfume blows her hair and wagging tail. 


She smiles as only her kind can, with consummate happiness. 


Reflections of the Sun 


Reflections of the sun rippling in the gentle waving of the river 
Summer breeze makes gentle love to the leaves. 
| don’t see the sun but your face, smiling 


As you appear at my side, Smiling. 


Watching the river 


Watching the river reflections of trees 
Hearing birdsong carried through the my mind, 
Passing the now passing on to the past, 
Swirling in memories my whirlpool of thoughts, 
Not drowning in sorrows, 

Not drowning at all, 

Just floating, enjoying. 


In the past I’m enthralled. 


Intoxicated by the Perfume of Your Smile 


Intoxicated by the perfume of your smile, 
| sit and study the air without seeing. 
| took the moment and wove it, 
As if it were gold-threaded, into my mind. 
And still | can remember. 
So many long winters have passed, 
Thawed by thoughts, memory refracted. 


| wish I'd asked your name. 


I’ve tackled numbers like a rugby thug 


I’ve tackled numbers like a rugby thug, 
Grabbed them, downed them, forced a scrum 
67, 23, 44 more like a gridiron player. Yet | succumb 
To every push, elbow and tug. 

And where | fail to make a touchdown 
The big guys — thousands, millions — pounce, 


And a google makes the run. 


The Beach 


The beach stretched out into an infinity 
Of shrinking shapes: 
Sand, waves and people small as ants. 
Children, quite brave, 
Jump into oncoming waves 
As parents look on in ecstasies of fear. 
Tyler, old, wags her tail, braves pootling along sea edge. 


Wags her tail again, and follows mistress paddling, paws wet. 


We Tried to Save the Moment 


We tried to save the moment 
To hold it chaliced in our dreams. 
The ferry moved, backed away from Bowness. 
Bow cut through fresh water deep 
As passengers studied the undulating landscape 
Behind shore line trees. 
Some sad faced and grumbling, 
Children scattering, screaming joy 


The ferry made for... 


We as if new love held hands, 
Stared as joy floated past serene. 
The ferry wake lapped eternally. 
We enjoyed each other’s eyes. 


Lake water lapped. 


You Come as Spring 


You come as spring to thaw my wintered soul, 
Bathing it in babbling brooks, 
Balming with flowers of perfumed innocence 
And smiling sunlight onto my frozen song 
That melts 
Petrified thoughts of hope and joy. 
We walk in unison along the sea-kissed shore, golden edged. 
And lie in wealth beneath a starlit sky, 


Clasping hands, waiting for our dawn to rise. 


Winter Candles 


The candles burn, lighting winter’s dark night. 
With hope, 


The candles burn 


Say What You Must 


Say what you must 
My ears are closed my 
Mind set upon its course 
Seas may toss, storms howl their rage 
But | must, sail, stagger or fly, 
Flee this dark, clouded place 
Find the resource, curse the elements 


Trek, if must, my passion to a distant land. 


The Coffee Shop 


She sat in the coffee shop 
And listened to his whispered sounds 
And stirred the coffee round and round. 
She knew it all had gone before. 
A tear trickled for her eye. 

The man in love, with sad goodbyes, 
Left her to the tinkling spoon. 
Christ! Why did it end so soon? 
She’s not his wife who needs his love, 
And so she’s left, dear God above, 


With coffee in a coffee shop. 


World Comes in 


World comes in through the screen 
As if a window. 
Sometimes my eyes imbibe sorrow, 
Driven by narration | must believe. 
Sometimes joy, dancing 
Moves across changing landscapes 
Balming. 

Now London, now New York. 
The world’s a village, some say. 
Sometimes my window lies with truth; 
Sometimes truth in fiction shines. 
Simplistic, profound in simplicity. 

It takes a simple soul to see through 
The mists of clarity that high definition 
Deep focuses to the hills undulating 
Into the blue of the distance. 

It takes a wise soul to switch off 


To contemplate silence. 


When Storms Assail our Thoughts 


When storms assail our thoughts 
And goblins prowl dark dreams 
We spy the sun toting smiles 


And joy, full of impish schemes. 


She Sat and Waited 


She sat and waited 
Room white hospital clinical 
She sat 
Uniforms bustled White coats flapped 


Alone she sat and waited 


Noise stirred the air 
She was silent in her world. 
Hands played a nervous rhythm on her knees 
She sat. 


A Doctor came then went. 


They passed her as if she didn’t matter 
She was used to that. 
They knew something about her. 
There were other patients too. 


How patient can you be when you don’t matter? 


The doctor came towards her like doom. 
His face was blank 
She could not read his mind 
He came and sat and put his gentle hand on hers. 
He smiled. 


She sat and smiled and weakly wept. 


Students’ Game 


Sitting speaking neophytes’ thoughts 
Subject classics students’ game 
Raindrops patter window panes, 

Your voice its breeze 
Touch my ears my heart. 


Your gentle frame my eyes. 


On Top of the Mountain 


On top of the mountain where the sad gods play 
Tunes on rustic instruments 
Off-key sounds to drown the world. 
| wince, thoughts of you: white clouds, 
Summer hay in my nostrils perfumes 
My thoughts. Then, saying ‘Love’, you left. 
Now symphonies of cacophony perform 
Gleeful hatred with my soul. 
And dancers in transparent costumes taunt 
The tears that would flow, if only... 
| touch your empty nightdress with my cheek, 


And hold it to my heart and howl my song. 


Mists of Thoughts 


I’ve seen your eyes through the mists of thoughts 
And in my dreams I’ve seen your gazelle-like walk 
In the fog of hope I’ve seen your smile 
And like a pilgrim to some holy shrine 
And like a wanderer seeking truth 
And like the morning caught in rain 
I’ve sought shelter 
And sought silence in the raging storm 
That hurricanes my waking hours denying sleep 
And solace from its love. 


If only all was different..., if only. 


Summer’s Gone 


Summer’s gone. 
We stroll the forest in silence, 
Contemplating 
Recycled motifs from summer’s melody 

When all the while we long to be 

Held by sighs’ lasting chorus. 
Now all we have is tin-pan-alley, 
Dead leaves crunched underfoot, 


Our song. 


Sunset Downs 


Sunset downs to night’s romantic mood. 
We sit beside the river as it moves (tranquillity) 
With gentle undulations towards its goal. 
| practice calmness, but beneath the current stirs. 
Your bosom rises and falls, the moon is close and large. 
Pale with nervousness, it warms the night. 
We clasp hands slowly, hesitantly as we once did. 


Age has not gnarled the joys of youth while the river flows. 


The Boat Slips Out 


The boat slips out into the shallow pond 
Its number on the side thirteen, yellow fading paint. 
Unlucky for some, they say, a drowning number perhaps. 
The handles turned by immature hands, 
The paddles two on port and starboard sides 
Revolve. 
Young filled with life and punting. 
The bow cut through the water 
Imagination wide as the sea. 
We travel the Golden Hinde around the globe 
Where we began land. 
‘Come in number thirteen, your time’s up.’ 
The morning and the tears, slow walking, head bowed and memories. 
Time flies into day-fading sky, 


Time flown. 


Tomorrow Comes with Threats 


Tomorrow comes with threats, promises of skirmishes and sorrows 

Masked in smiles 
So | sit and ponder on the coming day lost in darkness of night and thoughts. 
And somehow lost. 
| lost the moment, gone forever gone 
And still tomorrow comes, ever coming with threats and fangs sharp 
Until today replaces tomorrow and tomorrow stays out of reach. 
Its claws, scowls, cowl-hooded skeleton, | never touch, 


But always down-mouthed dread worshipping waste. 


We Lay in the Field 


We lay in the field making topiary 
Of fair-weather clouds. 
Horses’ heads, damsels’ hair and 
Castles fit for love. 
We sang summer melodies with winged delight, 
Tender hands entwined as swifts. 
Flew aerobatics, low flying, swirling 
Left and right, 


More beautiful than tomorrow. 


Undulating Hills 


Undulating hills like thoughts in deepest 
recesses of the mind 
Speak peace like Sun in a warm clime. 
Still as a landscape on a cottage wall 


My eyes imbibe it all with drunken stupor. 


Mammon’s Christmas 


Though Mammon gods Christmas now, and 
Tinselled plastic baubles shine joy, 

We still sing frozen breath into star night, as 
Spirits rise beholding gifts wrapped in love; 
We still see 
Scrooge scowls melted by sparkling infant eyes, 


And cries “Wow! Prezzies!” 


We Stood on Immortality 


We stood on immortality and 
Dreamt. 
Something stupid to keep us going, like 
Craving chocolate in Lent, or 
Praying for summer when wintered, and snowing. 
Precipitation makes us smile 
And all the while 


We stared into our coffins, 


We stared... 


